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Also, in view of a general expression that a memorial 
service should be held in honor of Mr. Woodbury in which 
his many friends could take part, the following gentlemen 
were appointed to arrange for such a service : 

Nicholas Sheldon, 
James Tillinghast, 
Franklin H. Richmond, 
Albert L. Calder, 
Frederic N. Seabury, 
Charles Edward Paine, 
George B. Calder, 
Frederic W. Arnold, 
Joseph C. Johnson, 
James F. Field. 
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A MEMORIAL SERVICE 



IN HONOR OF THE LATE 



REV* AUGUSTUS WOODBURY, D* a 

Will be held in the Westminster Congregational Church, 
Mathewson street, Sunday afternoon, December 15th, at 
4 o'clock. 

A cordial invitation to attend is hereby extended to all 
persons interested. 

No individual invitations will be issued. 

Should any organizations intend to be present as a body, 
the Secretary of the Committee would be pleased to re- 
ceive notification, and a place in the church will be assigned 

them. 

Nicholas Sheldon, Chairman, 

James F. Field, Secretary. 

For the Committee. 
Providence, Dec. 7, 1895. 
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Westminster Unitarian Church 

MATHEWSON STREET 



A SERVICE 



IN MEMORY OF 

THE LATE REV- AUGUSTUS WOODBURY, D. a 



DECEMBER 15, 1895 

AT 4 P. M. 



PROVIDENCE, R. I. 



organist and director 
Mr. Frank F. Tingley 



CHOIR 

Miss Flora Provan, Soprano 



Miss Annie Deane, Contralto 

Mr. B. F. Briggs, Tenor 



Mr. W. W. Flint, Bass 



ASSISTED BY 

Miss Susie McKay Mrs. F. H. Elsbree 

and Mrs. CoYiA Bishop Stone 
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ORDER OF SERVICE 



Organ Prelude 

Anthem Bamby 

"Abide with me, fast falls the eventide." 



Invocation .... Rev. Augustus M. Lord 

" Almighty God, Our Heavenly Father, we thank thee 
for the glorious fellowship of our saints, the memory of 
whose unwavering, serene faith again and again reproves 
our impatience and fear, our lack of trust in the great truths 
committed to our care. 

In the shadow of such memories we stand at this hour 
and open our hearts to their benediction. Bless us through 
them, O Almighty God, that they through us may still bless 
the world. Amen." 

Scripture Lesson . . Rev. James G. Vose, D. D. 

First Epistle to the Corinthians. Thirteenth Chapter. 

II 



Anthem Gaul 

"At eventide it shall be light." 

''It shall come to pass, that at eventide it shall be light, 
and sorrow and sighing shall be no more ; for the former 
things have passed away." 

Prayer .... Rev. James De Normandie 

Almighty God, in whom to believe is the fountain of all 
righteousness, and whom to know is life eternal, we come 
to Thee because we need a guidance that is truer than ours, 
an arm that is stronger than ours to lean upon, counsels 
that are wiser than ours and an aim that is higher than 
earth can give. So we gather in Thy Sanctuary, as Thy 
children have done in all ages, that amidst the tumults and 
distractions, amidst the burdens and sorrows of life, we may 
find something of the peace of Thy Holy Spirit. And we 
thank Thee that in all ages Thy Holy Spirit, entering into 
the souls of holy and of faithful men, has made them to 
know something of the problems of life, of the counsels of 
God and of the riches of Christ, and being borne on the 
wings of faith and trust into spiritual realms, has brought 
down one knows not what lessons of peace and calm to 
troubled and tempted and burdened souls. We thank Thee 
for this altar, where gifted and godly men have spoken with 
fervor and power the Word of God, have given themselves 
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to Thee as their reasonable service, have lived by faith in 
Thee, and in communion with Thee have found their joy 
and strength ; their support in life and triumph in death. 

And now in this memorial hour, as we gather here, we 
thank Thee for our brother who so long has ministered at 
this altar, we bow in gratitude our words can poorly tell, for 
this holy and consecrated life, full of fidelity and full of 
faith ; for all the words of comfort and cheer which fell from 
his lips, like sunbeams, into other hearts ; for all the happi- 
ness life brought to him, for all the happiness he has brought 
to others and for that open vision which is now his of those 
spiritual realities from which he was separated by so thin a 
veil. We thank Thee for the love that he bore to his 
country, for his courageous and ringing words of hope and 
faith when men were walking and stumbling in darkness 
and knew not what a day might bring forth. We thank 
Thee for his words of loyalty and of patriotism, of truth 
and faith ; for his noble commemoration of those who died 
for their country. We thank Thee for his unfailing interest 
in philanthropy, in education, in charity, out of a heart of 
true love, and in everything which belonged to the higher 
life of this city which he loved so much. We thank Thee 
for the power which Thou didst give to him, — speaking 
through him such words of help and comfort and cheer to 
those who were burdened and tempted and in despair, — 
opening unto them, as by Thy prophet of old, fountains in 
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the valley, pools in dry ground and in the wilderness springs 
of water. Draw near, we beseech Thee, O God, to all those 
who in the hours of memory remember what he has been to 
all these homes and to all these hearts where for so long he 
has so graciously ministered; how he has rejoiced in our 
joy and sorrowed in our troubles ; how he has gone along 
these streets, day by day, and into these homes, full of 
sympathy and full of love, and we have been made strong 
in his strength and confident in his faith and hope and 
cheer. Help us to come to Thee, as when he has led us to 
the Throne of Grace. And now Thou hast opened unto 
him the eternal gates; and how many are there to meet 
him whom he has cheered and counselled, inspired and 
strengthened here ! 

God of all comfort and of all grace, hear our prayer for 
that smaller circle of those who were bound to our brother 
by the nearest ties of friendship, of sympathy and of 
affection. God of all comfort and of all grace, speak words 
of cheer and consolation to one to whom this loss comes 
nearest, — who has thought of this dear life as gaining only 
more power to love and to bless, through all these years. 
In every hour of loneliness and darkness wilt Thou give to 
her the light of Thy contenance and the consolations of 
Thy grace, and help her to say, out of a heart full of grati- 
tude, " Thanks be unto God for the love and devotion of all 
these years ; and blessed be Thy name, O Heavenly Father, 



that in the fulness of time, with gracious and tender loving 
kindness, Thou hast taken him to Thy higher service." 

Come to us, O God, as only Thou canst come in those 
moments when our hearts are touched by the sense of great 
loss, of sweetest memories and the dearest hopes of im- 
mortality. Come and lift us up. Come and give us peace, 
that we may bear that which is loss for us but gain to him. 
And as in this outward world to-day, beneath the cold gar- 
ment of winter lies warm and tremulous the sure promise 
of the spring, so in our hearts, beneath the coldness and 
desolation and loneliness of death, may there lie, warm and 
tremulous, the sure promise of the immortal life. And 
when we long " for the touch of a vanished hand and the 
sound of a voice that is still," may we know that not out of 
Thy sight, though out of ours, are these loved ones gone ; 
that within some larger place of Thine own divine love they 
are, and that one day, the gates of death opening to us, too, 
we may behold them, made radiant with the light of God. 
Help each one of us so to walk that we may not be strangers 
when the heavenly gates are opened unto us. So may we 
be truly Thine ; Thine when these dear ties are formed ; 
Thine when for a little while they are parted ; Thine in life 
and Thine in death ; and so may Thy Holy Spirit, the 
promised Comforter, be with us and abide with us forever 
and forever. Amen. 
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Response Mendelssohn 

" Sweet are the ties that bind in one." 



CONGREGATIONAL HYMN 

Lead, Kindly Light, amid th' encircling gloom. 

Lead Thou me on : 
The night is dark, and I am far from home. 

Lead Thou me on. 
Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene, — one step enough for me. 



I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 

Shouldst lead me on : 
I loved to choose and see my path ; but now 

Lead Thou me on. 
I loved the garish day ; and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will : remember not past years. 



So long thy power has blest me, sure it still 

Will lead me on 
Through dreary doubt, through pain and sorrow, till 

The night is gone. 

And, with the morn, those angel faces smile, 

Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 

John Henry Nbwman. 
i6 
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Address Rev. Thomas R. Slicer 

If it were possible that each person in this great 
assembly, this afternoon, should utter some single sentence 
which would express how this departed life was dear to him 
or her, there would be added to this tribute of your presence 
the real memorial which this man deserves. From the re- 
lationships of business, in which his canny wisdom conferred 
an added knowledge to business relations ; from the quiet 
of homes where his genial temper made a glow in the dark- 
ness of some sudden night ; from the personal relationships 
of life, by virtue of that genius for friendship that was his, — 
from all of these sources, there would come up, in single 
sentences, as sincere as your presence makes me sure this 
occasion is to you, the real memorial of Augustus Wood- 
bury. It is a grateful task to me that I may say some 
word, out of my friendship for him, which shall prove, if it 
is happily said, simply the signal that I shall hold up, to be 
reflected in the mirror of your own thought and answered 
back by the testimony of the relationships of life he sus- 
tained to you. This is all that can be done. I speak to 
you and for you, and from myself, of a relationship which 
in these fifteen years in which this dear bond lasted between 
us, had never a shadow upon it nor any untoward thought. 

Augustus Woodbury was born to inspiring conditions. 
Scarcely six years had elasped since Channing, with the 
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skill of a practised swordsman and the gentleness of a 
saint, opposed the points of Unitarianism to the five points 
of Calvinism. The points of light that were displayed by 
his hand showed the harrowing points of doctrine on which 
the happiness of men had been impaled. And in that 
installation service in which Jared Sparks was set in his 
place as the teacher of the Church in Baltimore, Channing 
had smitten the pulpit, "like a rock in the desert, for 
the thirst of God's people,'' and from that source of supply, 
through those six years, there had been the growing stream, 
the augmenting refreshment of a new thought concerning 
God, that proved His love to be imperishable and His son 
to be its expression. It was well to be born in 1825, when 
already had been waged, so far, the battle between the un- 
belief that dictated terms to heaven and the faith that 
accepted heaven's terms. There was growing a thought in 
New England, which was to be the preparation for a strug- 
gle more intimate in the lives of men, which should not 
simply emancipate the pulpit and emancipate the pew, but 
should at last emancipate the slave. And these things be- 
longed together, as the braided streamers of one common 
bond, by which this man was bound unto his time. 

The crusades that attracted men in those years, before 
the middle of the century, found him a willing listener to 
their appeals. It was not long before the anti-slavery 
clarion rang in his ears and made him a champion of the 
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negro and his freedom. It was not long before the thought 
of universal suffrage penetrated his mind ; ^nd he found it 
easy to address with enthusiasm twelve men and women in 
a hall, where only twelve dared to come, upon a question of 
public interest and of human right. 

It was significant of his fitness that he was scarcely 
emancipated from the conditions of his training before the 
pulpit in Concord, New Hampshire, awaited him, and then 
in Lowell, and finally here, — these three pastorates making 
the sum of his ministry of more than forty-four years. 

I speak to you now of the man who won your love to his 
person, of the citizen who provoked your admiration by his 
devotedness, and finally of the pastor to whom was due 
your reverence. He seemed to have early learned that 
lesson which Browning speaks of in Paracelsus, — that he was 

" To know, not for knowing's sake 
But to become a star to men forever." 

So his knowledge was acquired, not for occasion, but for life. 
He had learned that destiny awaits every man who is fit ; 
that the fitting is the slowly sphering of one's whole being, 
the filling out of one's whole function, the making healthy 
every cell of the organism of life ; so as each duty rose, — 
the challenge to the coward in the anti-slavery struggle of 
New England, the plea for suffrage for men and women 
alike, the philanthropy that moved him to sentiment and 
rallied his sentiment against his common sense, — in each 
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appeal that was made to him he had knowledge already, 
fitting him for the administration of the duty and obligation 
which that appeal brought with it. His constant solicitude 
was that he might learn. He was enamored of knowledge. 
On his table, as you entered his study, was not simply the 
latest book, but the latest book that was best. In his con- 
versation there was not simply the contemporary thought, 
but there was thought so vital that it forbade you to think 
that this man was ever detached from the contemporary. 
It was enough to him that he should be part and parcel of 
his time ; that he should be bound up in the bundle of life, 
with the lives of the men with whom he associated. And 
these qualities of his readily adjusted themselves, as the in- 
struments of his power. His knowledge was himself. His 
learning penetrated his being ; his convictions were of close- 
knitted fibre that underlay his thinking, and his enthusiasm 
was that conviction, moving, by its own momentum, so 
quickly to its end, that it kindled him and kindled the 
hearer by its utterance. There is an enthusiasm that it is 
easy to assume, which is the mere ribbon of decoration. It 
is the mere plaudit for a popular cause. But there is an 
enthusiasm that is not for to-day, but keeps step with the 
ordered march of an ordered world; that believes in the 
ultimate triumph of right, because it is part of God's being ; 
that enthusiasm is fed from sources in the high hills, far 
above the levels of our common life, where streams are 
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dried by sudden summers or sink into unexpected sands, — 
that enthusiasm, thus fed from sources above the common 
levels of our life, furnishes an ardor that will not be chilled, 
and an edge to effort that cannot be dulled. It was the 
enthusiasm of good sense. Tell me in what he failed that 
he undertook. While men with quicker minds rushed to 
conclusions which were not safe, he had the brooding power 
that dwelt upon the thing to be done until the time was ripe 
for its doing, and then he let himself go, in the abandon of 
a complete conviction that it was true. Such men do not 
take back their words, do not revise their judgments, do not 
repeat their efforts on the same ground. The field of their 
endeavor is not burnt over by a hot and feverish excitement ; 
but they march with a steady step, in the avowed cause of 
right, to do the thing that is the will of God, — which is their 
will forever. 

This man impressed one with his manliness. He be- 
longed to what is called " a profession " that has been 
thought to put a premium upon softness, upon sentiment, 
upon the utterance of things no man can ever know. But 
it was not so with him. His pulpit was the seat of judgment 
against evil doing, and his hand was the hand of the savior 
for the evil doer. He was as strong in its grasp to rescue 
the wrong doer as he was stern in his enunciation of the 
law which had been broken. There was a singular admix- 
ture in this manly soul of those two qualities, so difficult to 
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attain, a gentleness that holds the sinner dear and a severity 
that holds God's law dearer still. 

He had a genius for friendship; not for friendships 
quickly made and quickly sundered, but the belief, — as 
many a man here has witnessed, doubtless, — that the finest 
thing in human life is the relation between two men, — the 
tie that binds them together in their unsullied, unimpas- 
sioned and absolute trust in each other. Present or absent, 
employed or idle, in the contests of life or in the quiet of 
recreation, still, hearts trusted him, that had learned to trust 
him years agone, and never doubted his loyalty, whether 
they saw the shining of it in his face or not. He fulfilled 
the fine saying of James Freeman Clarke : when Colonel 
Higginson reproached him for the coldness of a letter he 
had written, he said, " Higginson, one of the good things about 
my disposition is, that I do not judge people by their actions, 
but I judge actions by tluir peopled The souls of men 
were the interpreters of men's behavior to him, and his 
genius for friendship drew about him a strong cordon of 
manly hearts. His sense of justice also was free from any 
personal rancor. There is many a man in Providence who 
has had to see himself displayed in words that were so true he 
could not deny them ; who has had to face the stern de- 
cisions of this honest soul on questions that were not 
questions of differing judgment, but of absolute and en- 
during principle. Yet I think that every man understood 
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that there was in this sense of justice, this refusal to do 
wrong, no personal rancor and no remembered dislike. 
When he refused to sit at table with a man who had 
studiously and continuously corrupted the public conscience 
in this State, he did not do it for hatred of the man, but be- 
cause he refused to confuse ethical distinctions and turn 
the holy sacrament of the common meal into a thin dis- 
guise to cover political designs. 

This was the man, in his courage, in his manliness, in his 
freedom from personal rancor and dislike, — a sweet soul, 
sometimes hid in a hard husk, it would seem, but the kernel 
of that nut was always sound when the nut was cracked ; 
but he who insisted upon chewing the shell had to under- 
stand that he had not reached ^Ae man. 

But what shall we say of this man as a citizen? — for it 
was the peculiarity of Augustus Woodbury, as it is the 
peculiarity of other men of his vocation, in the Church that 
he served and in other churches that he honored, to hold 
that civic virtues were the very culmination of moral life. 
He understood, and practised what he knew, that there was 
an inherent fallacy in the statement that a man may have 
every private virtue and practise every public vice. He 
understood and rallied men to the support of this high 
creed : That what a man owes to everybody is more than 
that he owes to anybody. He understood the sanctity of 
society. Tell me, you men that are busy with the affairs of 
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this city, which you love, is there anything more sacred 
than the social compact ? Is the Church more sacred ? 
The Church is but a segment cut out from the body 
politic, — the social organism. Society is the divinest thing 
we have, for it is the registry, in succeeding ages, in culmi- 
nating strength, of God s endeavor to make human the 
creature that began as a one-valved thing, lying upon the 
shore of a primeval ocean, with but a single motion, until it 
divided into two and thus augmented its being by division. 
The hope of heaven has been to make a man. The strug- 
gle of the ages has been to bring the moral sense to the 
front. And is not society an organism, at last, in which 
every cell has consciousness, and is it not the fine faith of 
Godlike men, well-stated and well-maintained, that in an 
organism such as society is, where every cell has conscious- 
ness, it becomes us to see that every cell is healthy, that the 
whole may not bq diseased ? 

This man understood that civic virtue is the crown of life. 
He understood that coming into a land by birth, from 
honest ancestry, to noble conditions of human endeavor — 
that in a land where no man of sound health and good 
mind can be driven into a corner, the first duty of every 
man of mature thought is to serve the whole. His Church 
fronted outward, therefore, not inward. It was not a mutual 
admiration society. It was not a group of people self- 
centered and self-concerned. They understood that in a 
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universe where you can draw a line about no tiniest thing 
and segregate it from its environment and separate it from 
its fellows, not the greatest or the least can be so separated 
and so secluded, for what he calls " his religious life." His 
duty is an altruism that may not refuse its tender of holy 
offices for him who needs. He had read, as many forget to 
read, the parable of the Good Samaritan, in which when 
Jesus is asked " Who is my neighbor, that I may show him 
kindness ? " he replies, " Who was neighbor to him that fell 
among the thieves ? " and by a change of emphasis and 
reversal of the conditions, the question and the answer 
shifted the responsibility of neighborliness to the active soul. 
So that, to this man, to be beaten down does not prove 
neighborhood by crying need, but to be able to stand, with a 
strength that could carry the other, was proof of neighbor- 
hood by power to serve. He understood that there are no 
higher prerogatives than those that belong to the service 
of the State. His patriotism is a commonplace among 
you, — the patriotism that made him a kind of perpetual 
chaplain of organizations, from the time he went with them 
to the front, when Burnside led, to the time when he laid 
down his life, in the consciousness of many a heart that had 
beaten under these Stars and Stripes, on many a field and 
in many a civic relationship, where the soldier takes his 
place and comes into new relations with a loyalty no less 
than that which ordered him to the field ; — in the conscious- 
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ness of many such hearts he is enshrined as chaplain still. 
He did not even refuse to serve in the Legislature of this 
State, and he did it so well, so simply, so naturally, that it 
was difficult to remember that he was a man of the clerical 
profession ; and yet he did it so naturally, so simply and so 
earnestly that any man could see that he had not been bred 
to the nice and artificial ethical distinctions of political life. 
He went straight on to the subject in hand ; served on the 
Prison Commission for eleven years ; served in the building 
of prisons, for the bettering of the prisoners' condition in 
this State ; served, wherever he was put, for the common 
weal. This was the thing that was next his heart : That 
he might make his ministry as wide as his activities ; that 
he might make his parish wherever any human need com- 
manded his service. I cannot pay to my friend a higher 
tribute than to say that he was a citizen whose life was in- 
terwoven with all the affairs of your common days. For 
thirty-five years he was part of this community, — not in any 
cloistered way, to be sought, but in a fine, large, human way, 
to seek out every opportunity of good. 

I speak now of his vocation. He was preeminently the 
minister of religion. He was not a priest. Upon his 
manly shoulders would have fitted ill the exclusive dra- 
peries of religion. On his tongue would have sat inconven- 
iently any claim of sanctity by virtue of office. He was a 
minister of religion because he was a servant of men, — and 
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of religion because it is an essential part of human nature ; 
not imported into it, not imparted to it from afar, not an 
accident of its experience, not an incident of its enthusiasm, 
but staining through and through the whole scheme and 
method of life — its every thought and motive. He under- 
stood religion to be that, — a thing which could not be torn 
from a man without dismembering him, that could not be 
taken from him without impoverishing him. A servant of 
that aspect of religion he delighted to be. 

Through forty.six years of ministry in all, he held firmly 
to the opinions that he believed; believing them with a 
larger faith that took the place of denial by larger affirmation ; 
believing them with a naturalness that made them seem to 
keep step with every discovery in science and every de- 
liverance that was honest from the men that were concerned 
with the improvement of the human race. And for thirty- 
five years, here, he was revered and honored, — the head of 
this Church. It struck me, when I first heard it, with a 
kind of shock, that he and his middle-aged people together 
should be calling each other by their first names. It showed 
that he had lived with them and had been of their house- 
holds. It was a strange thing to hear, — but I came to un- 
derstand what a gracious thing it was in fact, — that they 
had lived here together from their earlier manhood and 
womanhood, — some of them he knew by the names he had 
given them when he baptised them and by which he had 
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called them, in many cases, ever since. His was a gracious 
vocation. It was graciously maintained. There are great 
benefits in the vocation of the minster, which are matched 
and overmatched by its arduous responsibilities. There are 
great opportunities in the ministry of religion; and the 
great duties that attend upon these great opportunities are 
enough to sober any man, for all his days, in fulfilling them. 
The position of a minister of a Unitarian Church is unique. 
He has perfect liberty. This man achieved his freedom 
early, and maintained it by the suffrage of his fellows 
always. All men were not free to speak their minds, when 
he first spoke in Concord and in Lowell. But he made it 
plain that it was an awkward thing to lay an embargo on 
his thought, and that there were contests to be wrought out 
over the attempt, which made men beware of limiting his 
personal endeavor to say the thing God had told him in 
secret. When men took counsel of their fears, he was 
fearless. When men took counsel of conventionality, he 
was radical. When men took counsel of opportunity, he 
drove straight through the flimsy gauze of resistance, and 
made the opportunity that he craved. When men were 
politic, he was simply true ; and in the very essence of his 
nature, he was at once the hater of shams in religion and 
the profound disbeliever in the value of compromise in the 
affairs of the State. 

The Unitarian minister of whom I speak claimed the 
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liberty that was his. It is a liberty that has its perils ; for 
he is responsible to no man, save that company that has 
made him a minister of all beneath their roof. Within these 
walls for thirty-five years, within the circumference of this 
communion here, there was at once his opportunity and his 
day of judgment. His critics were here; but his converts were 
here also. And the liberty that he claimed he recognized, 
in its tenure, as sacred, — that he might not override ruthlessly 
the differing opinions of men, that were honestly held. Self 
control is the part of a man so placed. What any decent 
man may do, the minister of a Unitarian Church may do 
also. There are no prescriptions for his behavior or pro- 
scriptions of his behavior. What any decent man may do, 
he may do. But a premium is put upon his self control, — 
that he shall do them all for the sake of the religious life 
that he leads and the community that he serves. He care- 
fully chooses, as did this man, between what a man may and 
what a man must avoid. The happy harmony of his nature 
was shown in that the path that he ought became also the 
path that he would. 

He had no cure-all for all diseases in human life. He un- 
derstood, and you understood in seeing him, the secret of 
life, viz. : That Jesus of Nazareth is the best example of 
the saved man that the world has ever seen ; that it is the 
business of every man who would achieve salvation to re- 
produce him in the world. That was the essence of his 
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teaching. That was the thing he impressed upon you. He 
has said to you, in effect, again and again, in this place, that 
neither minister nor people, — no one of them, — could save 
his soul. If he was ever saved, his soul would save him ; — 
for he held for you and taught you faithfully that human 
nature is not ruined, but incomplete, and that the business 
of religion, in minister and people, is to complete the round 
of human life, in all its power and spiritual functions. " It 
is the soul," he would have said, " that does the saving, and 
it is therefore the soul of man that is the test of the re- 
ligious life." To reconceive the Christ, then, in the world, 
he understood to be the high vocation that he held. 

I know, as you know, the depths of his sympathy. There 
was that ringing tone in his voice, when he spoke the truth 
from the pulpit, that made the tremor in his voice, when he 
spoke over your dead, come to you as a kind of revelation. 
The deep tones and clear with which he uttered the deep 
truths and clear, had under them the well-springs of de- 
votion as to God and of sympathy as to men. 

He was not easily moved ; but he was profoundly moved, 
when the deeps of life were broken up for him by some sor- 
row not his own. His crystalline sincerity was like a mirror 
to your thought, when you came with your perplexity, and 
he showed you how, in a simple light, these perplexities were 
resolved and cleared up. His pains-taking fidelity was like 
a sacrament, of daily participation. The nice adjustment 
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of duty to duty, as the pastor of this flock, was only equalled 
by that keen sympathy that existed between you and him, 
which reminded you of the fine saying of St. John's Gospel, 
" I know my sheep, and am known of mine. He calleth his 
own sheep by name and leadeth them out." And there are 
grey-haired men here to-day who can remember how, in this 
holy office of human helper of the religious life, he drew 
you out of shadows, some of which may have been caused 
by the turning of your own faces from the light, — the 
shadow of your own history upon your own path, — how he 
fronted you about, until the blinding radiance of new-dis- 
covered truth shone full in your faces and drew you on to 
wider fields, where wider views of spiritual realities won 
the loyalty he sought to elicit from your souls. 

I have said these things out of a profound affection for 
the man that you and I loved. They are all inadequate, as 
the expression of a ripened experience. They are all in- 
adequate as the tribute of an unabated affection. And I do 
not know how he would better speak to you, if he were 
here, than to say these words Browning wrote just before 
he died : 

" At the midnight in the silence of the sleep-time, 

When you set your fancies free, 
Will they pass to where — by death, fools think imprisoned — 
Low he lies who once so loved you, whom you loved so. 

Pity me ? 
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Oh ! to love so, be so loved, yet so mistaken ! 

What had I on earth to do 
With the slothful, with the mawkish, the unmanly ? 
Like the aimless, helpless, hopeless, did I drivel ? 

Being — who ? 

One who never turned his back, but marched breast forward. 

Never doubted clouds would break. 

Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong would triumph ; 

Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better. 

Sleep to wake. 

No, at noonday in the bustle of man's work-time 

Greet the unseen with a cheer ! 
Bid him forward, breast and back as either should be, 
" Strive and thrive " cry "Speed," "fight on," "fare ever" 

There as here ! " 



Anthem Foote 

"Still, still with thee, when purple morning breaketh." 



CONGREGATIONAL HYMN 

Onward, Christian soldiers. 
Marching as to war. 

With the Cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 
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Christ the Royal Master 

Leads against the foe ; 
Forward into battle 

See his banners go. 

Onward, Christian soldiers, &c. 

Like a mighty army 

Moves the Church of God ; 
Brothers, we are treading 

Where the saints have trod ; 
We are not divided. 

All one body we. 
One in hope and duty, 

One in charity. 

Onward, Christian soldiers, &c. 

Onward, then, ye people. 

Join our happy throng. 
Blend with ours your voices 

In the triumph song ; 
Glory, laud, and honor 

Unto Christ the King ; 
This, through countless ages. 

Men and angels sing. 

Onward, Christian soldiers, &c. 

S. Baring-Gould. 

Benediction . By the Pastor, Rev. Herbert H. Mott 

Organ Postlude 
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From Providence News^ December i6, 1895. 

" Men and women of all denominations and men and women who 
claim no church at all assembled yesterday afternoon at the West- 
minster Unitarian Church to manifest the love and esteem in 
which they had held the late Rev. Augustus Woodbury. It was 
the memorial service and an immense crowd was there to listen, 
and eloquent speakers occupied the pulpit which for thirty-five 
years had been held by the man whom they were to eulogize. 

The platform was banked with green, and in the center was a 
fine oil portrait of Mr. Woodbury, draped with the flags of the 
nation and the State. The center of the church was occupied by 
the veterans of the First Regiment of Infantry and the First Bat- 
tery of Rhode Island Volunteers, and in the audience were promi- 
nent men of all the different callings in the State of Rhode Island. 
The assembly, in its size and in its quality, was itself a magnificent 
tribute, and the words of the prayer and of the memorial address 
furnished a never to be forgotten lesson in patriotism and all the 
other splendid attributes which endeared Augustus Woodbury to 
this city and State." 
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Augustus Woodbury was born in Beverly, Massachu- 
setts, December 4th, 1825. He prepared for the Sophomore 
class of Harvard University, at Phillips'^ Exeter Academy, 
Exeter, New Hampshire, and entered the Divinity School, 
Harvard University, in 1846, from which he graduated, 1849. 
He was ordained into the Unitarian Ministry in 1849. 

He was married to Rebecca Bryant English of Beverly, 
Mass., April 8, 1850. Of this marriage there has been no issue. 

Pastor of the Second Congregational Church in Con- 
cord, New Hampshire, August, 1849, to August, 1853 ; 
of the Lee Street Church in Lowell, Massachusetts, 
September, 1853, to March, 1857 ; of the Westminster 
Congregational Society, Providence, Rhode Island, April 
2, 1857, to April 3, 1892. 

He received the honorary degree of A. M. from Harvard 
University in 1866, and the honorary degree of D. D. from 
Brown University in 1888. 

He published: Plain words to Young Men ; The Cam- 
paign of the First Rhode Island Regiment; Major-General 
A. E. Burnside and the Ninth Army Corps ; The Second 
Rhode Island Regiment ; also Sermons ; Orations and Ad. 
dresses delivered on different occasions. He contributed 
largely to Bartlett's Rhode Island Officers and to several 
Religious and Secular Magazines and Reviews. "The 
variety of his published sermons and books illustrates both 
the activity and bent of his mind." 
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In addion to his parish duties he filled very many places 
of trust and honor. He was a member of the House of 
Representatives, General Assembly of Rhode Island, 
1863-64, and again 1874-75. He was chairman of the in- 
spectors of the Rhode Island State Prison, 1866-77, and 
was one of the commissioners for building the new State 
Prison, 1874-79; a member of the School Committee of 
the City of Providence, 1863 and 1866-1869; chosen director 
of the American Unitarian Association for two terms of 
three years each; at one time president of the Alumni 
Association of the Divinity School of Cambridge ; for along 
time held a prominent place in the government of the Chan- 
ning Conference; and for many years a trustee of the 
Ministry at Large. He was a director of the Providence 
Athenaeum for sixteen years, vice-president for a number 
of years, and president, 1883 to 1888. He was treasurer for 
a term of years of the Providence Charitable Fuel Society, 
and president three years. 

On the Sunday following the receipt of the sad news of 
Dr. Woodbury's death, the members of the church over 
which he had been settled for so many years, united in a 
quiet service of prayer and praise, in memory of their be- 
loved pastor. 

His successor, the Rev. Herbert Mott, spoke of " The 
Gospel of a Good Life," taking for a text the words in the 
First Epistle of John, chapter II., verse 17. 
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At the regular meeting of the Unitarian Club held Friday 
evening, December 13th, President Alfred Stone read the following 
minute which was adopted : 

The Unitarian Club of Providence, at this, its first meeting since 
the death of its former associate and fellow-member. Rev. Augustus 
Woodbury, Doctor of Divinity, instructs its Secretary to spread 
upon its records its profound appreciation of the dignity of his 
character and moral worth, the record of whose life in the thirty- 
five years of his residence in this city, bears unfailing testimony to 
his exalted idea of the dignity and worth of human nature, and 
of the imminent presence of an ever-active, beneficent and loving 
God, whom he firmly believed heard and answered prayer. 

His life was consistent with his belief, and he has left in this com- 
munity recorded in the hearts of men of all nations and creeds 
the record of one who was fearless in declaring his conviction, 
whether people would bear or forbear ; who was true to his high 
ideals of the demands of his time, both in peace and in war; who 
was the soul of honor ; who was a sympathetic and true friend, a 
willing listener, and wise counsellor ; and who remained faithful 
unto the end. 

At the meeting of the Rhode Island Women's Suffrage As- 
sociation held Thursday, December 5th, a brief memorial service 
in honor of Rev. Augustus Woodbury was held. Rev. Anna Gar- 
lin Spencer, who presided at the meeting, made a few feeling 
remarks eulogistic of the departed clergyman. Mr. Woodbury 
was the first Vice-President of the League and he always 
took a deep interest in the work which it carried on. Re- 
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marks were made by other speakers expressing their feelings 
on the death of their friend. 

The following resolution was adopted : 

Resolved, That the Rhode Island Women's Suffrage As- 
sociation hereby expresses its sorrow at the passing away of the 
Rev. Augustus Woodbury, whose great sympathy and earnest 
work for the woman's suffrage cause have been of invaluable ser- 
vice, not only to the society, but to the world at large. 



Editorial in the Providence Journal^ November 21, 1895 : 
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Though the Rev. Augustus Woodbury spent the last few years 
of his life in retirement in another city, his exceptionally long term 
of professional service here in Providence made him essentially 
one of our own people, and a great many persons in this city, and 
indeed throughout the State, will read of his death with a touch 
of that more intimate regret which is brought by the decease of a 
cherished friend or a respected neighbor. He was prominent in 
the first regiment sent from Rhode Island in the late war, he took 
an active and able part in the promotion of the moral and in- 
tellectual interests of this community for more than a third of a 
century and he gave in his own life among us an admirable example 
of good citizenship in its wider meaning. He was almost the last 
survivor of the little group of clergymen who some thirty or 
forty years ago gave the religious life of this city a force that it 
has seldom since attained." 
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Augustus Woodbury besides attending faithfully to his 
many parish duties and civic responsibilities served as Chap- 
lain of several organizations, viz. : 

The First Light Infantry Company of Providence, 1865 
to 1871. 

The First Light Infantry Veteran Association. 

The First Regiment and First Battery, Rhode Island De- 
tached Militia, April 19, 1861, to August 2, 1861. 

The First Regiment and First Battery, Rhode Island De- 
tached Militia Veteran Association, from its organization 
in July. 1873, to the time of his death. He was president of 
this Association in 1883 ^^^ 1884. 

Chaplain of Rodman Post, No. 12, Department of Rhode 
Island, Grand Army of the Republic, 1870 to 1872 ; 1878, 
1879; 1881; 1883; and 1885 to time of his death. 

The Department of Rhode Island, Grand Army of the 
Republic, 1873 and 1874. 

Chaplain-in-Chief of the Grand Army of the Republic, 
1873 and 1874. 

He served as an aid on the Staff of General A. E. Burn- 
side at the first battle of Bull Run, July 21, 1861. 

The last appearance of Mr. Woodbury before a Provi- 
dence audience was on Sunday, July 21, 1895, the day being 
the thirty-fourth anniversary of the Battle of Bull Run. 
On this occasion he preached a sermon before the Veteran 
Associations of the First and Second Rhode Island Regi- 
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ments and Batteries, entitled, "The Uprising of 1861 : The 
Illustration of a True Patriotism." 



From Evening Bulletin, 

" At a meeting held Saturday, November 23, 1895, in the directors 
room of the Rhode Island Hospital Trust Company, by the First 
Regiment and First Battery, R. I. D. M. Veteran Association, to 
take action upon the death of Chaplain Woodbury, there were 
twelve members present, with President Charles Morris Smith in 
the chair, and George Edward Allen, Secretary. Col. William 
Goddard, after brief introductory remarks, covering the import of 
the meeting, presented the following as a token of the sentiment 
of the association : 

, " Our honored and beloved chaplain, the Rev. Augustus Wood- 
bury, D. D., has passed from earth to the awards of life eternal. 
The brave heart, so full of love to God and man, has ceased to 
beat, and the hand that so lately clasped ours in the warm embrace 
of friendship is now stiffened by the touch of the angel of death. 
As we come together to-day, with heavy hearts, to give expression 
to our sorrow, how vividly do the associations of companionship 
in camp and in field come back to us, and how precious becomes 
the memories of a friendship which in his latest words to us will 
not end through all the ages of the life to come. 

" We say, in accents of manly sorrow, farewell, brave and loyal 
soldier ; farewell, true-hearted friend ; farewell, thou faithful ser- 
vant of God ! But, let us also remember, while life is spared to 
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us, the lessons of his noble life and the inspirations of his pure 
patriotism, of his civic virtues and of his spiritual nature. 

" Would that the soil of Rhode Island might embosom the mor- 
tal remains of one whose manly life and symmetrical character 
reflect enduring honor upon the State, and leave their stimulating 
influences upon the hearts of her citizens." 

Adjt. Charles H. Merriman referred feelingly to the character of 
the deceased as "a manly man," who had endeared himself to his 
associates through such channels rather than as the simple preacher. 
Mr. Merriman described the funeral services at Concord, N. H., and 
the gratification which members of the family had expressed for 
the testimonials of love and esteem tendered by Dr. Woodbury's 
former comrades, and the presence, at the closing ceremonies, of 
Adjt. Merriman and Hon. Francello G. Jillson. 

The association voted to accept the expression of Col. Goddard 
as the sentiment of the organization, and to cause to be sent to 
the family of the late chaplain a copy thereof." 



At the regular meeting of Rodman Post, No. 12, Department 
of Rhode Island, Grand Army of the Republic, held on the evening 
of December loth, 1895, ^^^ following tribute to the memory of 
Rev. Augustus Woodbury, D. D., our late chaplain, was adopted 
by a unanimous rising vote : 

"Whereas, The Rev. Augustus Woodbury, D. D., during 
many years past a comrade of Rodman Post, as its revered Chap- 
lain, has departed this life, ripe in age, intellect and godliness. 
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We, his surviving comrades, contemplating with sorrow the 
irreparable loss not only to us personally and our post, but also to 
the entire Grand Army of the Republic caused by his death, re- 
cord this tribute to his memory : 

Dr. Woodbury was universally recognized as a comrade, a 
counsellor and a citizen of the most eminent worth and character. 
He exemplified in his own godly, unselfish and patriotic life the 
vital principles of our great Order — Fraternity, Charity and 
Loyalty, while he enforced and illustrated with his brilliant in- 
tellect, tempered by the impulses of a generous heart, those sound 
principles, that unostentatious Christianity and that loyal devotion 
to his country and to every just cause which rendered his life 
illustrious. 

His example and the memory of his virtues and his works re- 
main to us, and will be preserved by us as a precious heritage." 

A true copy. 

Attest, 

Christopher Rhodes, Post Adjutant, 

Appropriate remarks were made by Daniel R. Ballou, Depart- 
ment Commander ; Ezra K. Parker, Commander of Post ; Elisha 
H. Rhodes, Past Department Commander, and comrades Shaw 
and Sackett. 
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At a regular meeting of the First Light Infantry Veteran As- 
sociation held at the Armory, December loth, 1895, the following 
Preamble and Resolutions were unanimously adopted : 

Whereas : The First Light Infantry Veteran Association has 
heard with deep regret of the death of our beloved friend and 
comrade. Rev. Augustus Woodbury, therefore be it 

Resolved : That while we reverently and devoutly bow, in 
obedience to the behest of that being whose ways are inscrutable 
and who doeth all things well, in removing from this life our friend 
and comrade, we desire to express our deep sense of the irreparable 
loss sustained in the death of one so worthy of the highest honor 
and esteem among us, and also the community in which he lived, 
and who endeared himself to us all not only by his genial dis- 
position, but by his noble christian life and character, the memory 
of which will be like the sunlight that clears away the shadows. 

Resolved : That we share deeply in the sorrow of the family 
and the relations of our deceased comrade, and hereby tender to 
them our heartfelt sympathy and commend them to the loving and 
tender care of him who has promised to be a " Father to the 
fatherless " and a " Helper to the widow." 

Resolved : That these resolutions be spread upon our records 
and that a copy of the same be transmitted to the family of our 
deceased comrade. 



John J. Jencks, Colonel, 
Wm. H. Thonton, Lieut. Col, 
Hopkins B. Cady, Chaplain, 
Arthur I. Talbot, Clerk, 
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Committee. 



Minute adopted by the Soldiers' and Sailors' Historical Society 
of Rhode Island : 

In the death of Rev. Augustus Woodbury, D. D., late Chaplain 
of the First Rhode Island Detached Militia, this Society has suf- 
fered large and irreparable loss. He was one of the founders of 
this Society and always a generous contributor to our work. We 
ever held him in high esteem as a gentleman and christian ; a 
scholar and a divine ; a patriot and a public benefactor ; a graceful 
speaker and a polished writer ; a devoted and faithful chaplain in 
the Union Army for the suppression of the Rebellion; a very 
friend and brother at all times. His life and labors, for near forty 
years, given to the enrichment of Providence and Rhode Island 
and our Country, his christian and patriotic writings, in volumes, 
special addresses and papers, in the archives of this Society, and 
our public libraries, will long live for the instruction and edification 
of the people of our country. So long as piety and patriotism 
shall be appreciated in our land, so long will live the dear name 
and fond memory of Chaplain Woodbury. 
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FUNERAL OF DR* WCXJDBURY. 



BRIEF, SIMPLE SERVICES CONDUCTED BY REV. T. L. PHELAN. 

Concord, N. H., Nov. 22. — The funeral of Rev. Augustus Wood- 
bury, D. D., occurred this afternoon, only the family and immediate 
friends being present. Among the latter were Rev. Mr. Richardson, 
Adjutant Charles H. Merriman and Hon. Francello G. Jillson of 
Providence, R. I., Rev. Alfred Manchester of Salem, Mass., and 
several ladies from Portsmouth. The services were very brief, 
being conducted by Rev. T. L. Phelan, pastor of the Unitarian 
Church, Concord, assisted by Rev. James De Normandie, of Rox- 
bury, Mass., and consisted of reading of the Scriptures by Mr. 
Phelan and prayer and Benediction by Mr. De Normandie. There 
was no eulogy. The body will be taken to Beverly, Mass., Dr. 
Woodbury's native place, to-morrow, and the committal service will 
be conducted at the grave at 3 p. m., by Rev. Alfred Manchester 
of Salem. 
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